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I spot  the  box  immediately.  It  sits  in 
the  dimmest  comer  of  the  attic,  surrounded 
by  broken  dolls  and  fishing  poles,  the 
glowing  "Camp  Carefree"  I painted  on  the 
side  beckoning  to  me.  I blow  the  dust  off 
the  top,  the  tiny  granules  filtering  through 
the  air  around  me  as  I lift  the  creaking  lid 
and  peer  inside.  My  past  comes  mshing 
back  to  me  and  suddenly  I am  ten  years  old, 
sitting  dejectedly  on  a damp  cabin  stoop, 
crying  because  my  parents  have  deserted 
me  for  three  weeks.  I begin  to  sift  through 
the  box  and  I come  across  a faded  photo- 
graph of  a man  who  was  once  very  dear  to 
me.  I see  his  bristly  white  hair,  his  warm 
smile,  and  I can  almost  hear  his  infectious 
laughter  floating  through  the  air  as  he 
approached  me  that  first  day. 

"Oh  Cecilia,  you're  breaking  my 
heart...d'you  like  that  song?" 

'T  hate  it." 

"Oh,  that's  too  bad.  I was  just 
teaching  it  to  some  of  the  boys.  Gee,  they 
sure  catch  on  fast.  Yep,  I bet  they'll  be 
singing  it  all  summer.  Oh,  there  they  go, 
can  you  hear  them?  Singing  it  in  French. 
There  they  are  now.  Wow!" 

"Thanks  a lot.  Hey,  do  I have  to 


give  my  own  injection?  Belinda  said  we  all 
do  and  I can't.  My  mom  gives  me  mine.," 
"You'll  learn  how  to  do  it  yourself." 
"What  if  I can't?  I'm  afraid  to." 
"Well,  you're  in  luck.  I just  happen 
to  be  the  official  shot-giver  for  all  the 
chickens.  There's  just  one  small  problem. 
Sometimes  I forget  my  glasses,  or  I trip  over 
things,  or  once  I got  a little  confused  and 
gave  a kid  his  ^ot  right  in  the  middle  of  his 
forehead.  Gee,  come  to  thiidc  of  it,  he  never 
came  back  to  camp  again.  So,  you  think  you 
nught  try  7" 

"Yeah,  I guess  so." 

"Good,  let's  go  join  every  one  else, 
ok?  By  the  way,  my  name  is  John  Shea.  Just 
call  me  John.  All  my  friends  do." 

I laugh  to  m3^1f  for  recalling  that 
memory  so  clearly.  It  was  part  of  his  magic. 
The  way  he  could  make  you  laugh  until  you 
gave  in  and  tried  something  new.  Camp 
Carefree  was  then  only  two  years  old  and 
still  a relatively  new  concept.  It  was  headed 
by  a true  maverick.  His  name  was  John 
Shea,  and  his  goal  was  to  provide  a "care- 
free" environment  for  children  with  diabe- 
tes, while  teaching  them  about  their  disease 
and  about  self-reliance. 
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Galen  McKenna 


Digging  deeper  into  the  box,  I find 
the  paper  medal  I received  that  summer  for 
learning  to  give  my  own  shots.  The  award 
ceremonies  were  held  on  the  last  night . I 
can  feel  the  rush  of  pleasure  1 got  as  I was 
given  my  award  in  front  of  my  cheering 
campmates.  My  fading  medal  is  still 
attached  to  the  threadbare  "Pigs  are  Pre- 
cious" tee-shirt  I wore  all  that  sununer.  1 
remember  proudly  explaining  to  a visiting 
reporter  that  diabetics  have  to  take  one  or 
more  shots  of  insulin  a day  to  keep  their 
blood  sugars  at  a normal  level  because  their 
pancreas  cannot  produce  insulin  on  its  own, 
and  that  insulin  is  usually  procured  from 
pigs. 

Near  the  bottom  of  the  box  I find  a 
dozen  fading  letters  carefully  wrapped  in  a 
pink  ribbon,  saved  from  a boy  named  Sean, 
my  first  boyfriend.  My  heart  skips  a beat  as 
1 remember  what  a thrill  it  was  to  lie  next  to 
him  on  the  cool  grass  as  we  underwent  our 
twice-weekly  foot  check.  We  would  take  off 
our  sneakers  (diabetics  can  never  go  bare- 
foot for  fear  of  infection,  which  would 
spread  rapidly)  and  lie  face  down  in  the 
shade,  all  in  a row.  The  coimselors  would 
wash  ovir  feet  quickly.  Then  hose  them  all 


down,  always  managing  to  splash  us  quite  a 
bit  in  the  process.  The  doctors  would  come 
around  and  check  all  of  our  feet,  making 
notes  as  they  tickled  our  soles  with  their 
instruments.  We  dreaded  any  problems, 
because  that  meant  wearing  heavy  socks  all 
day,  even  when  swimming.  Sean  and  1 
would  lie  side  by  side,  our  fingers  and  toes 
crossed  as  we  told  silly  jokes  about  the 
doctors.  He  gave  me  my  first  kiss,  behind 
the  infirmary  just  before  bedtime.  He  died 
last  year,  of  "complications"  from  diabetes. 
He  just  made  his  nineteenth  birthday.  I 
return  the  letters  to  their  place  and  close  the 
box  gently.  I go  downstairs  to  take  my 
evening  injection. 

Camp  Carefree  made  a difference  in 
my  life.  It  is  vitally  important  that  we 
maintain  camp>s  like  that  for  the  millions  of 
other  children  who  are  in  the  same  px>sition 
I was  in  that  summer  of  1980. 

Cecilia  MinnichieUo 
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Galen  McKenna 
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Microgravity 

Above  the  subtle  signs  of  life 

lies  a vastness  so  intense 

I>arkness  and  earthshine  endlessly  parade 

beneath  its  windless  ceiling  of  stars 

And  masterpieces  yet  to  be  explored  surge  with  each  exp>ansion  and  contraction 

Against  a rising  moon 

speeding  over  oceans  and  continents 

a lone  craft  distant  of  its  mother  planet 

orbits  in  a dark  nrtoment 

Within  its  cushioned  walls  float 
two  lovers  cocooned  deep  within  one  another 
marveling  at  their  fragrant  raprture 
and  at  the  pulsing  rhythm  from  within 
Their  arms  and  legs  boimdlessly  entwined 
their  passion  bursting  and  melting  like 
piUars  of  light  that  flood  the  silent  blackness 
their  unquiet  spirits  infolding  in  the  lust 

Lovena  Harwood 
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Stephen  Perry 
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Grandpa's  Little  Baby  Girl 


You  are  to  me  O little  girl 
A replica  of  my  little  girl. 

When  your  pretty  rosebud  mouth 
Turns  up  a little  pout 
I can't  resist  your  saucy  charms 
Even  though  I know  the  harm 
Of  sodas,  cookies,  gunrs  and  licorices. 

Yom  grateful  thairks  of  hugs  and  kisses 
Make  up  for  all  the  stem  looks  and  scoldings 
As  my  daughter  stands  there  holding 
Peas  and  carrots,  soups  and  things 
That  healthy  babies  these  foods  can  bring. 
Just  one  more  candy,  a Red  Hot  Dollar 
And  for  you  to  stay  up  one  more  hour 
Is  all  I need  to  make  my  day 
Before  you  put  your  toys  away 
And  get  ready  for  my  kiss  goodnight 
This  is  what  makes  my  world  seem  right. 
There's  nothing  better  in  aU  the  world 
Than  this  grandpa's  little  baby  girl. 

Jude  Tremblay 
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Brenda  Packer 
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Conveisation  With  James 

Janis  Merrill 

Conversation  with  James  can  be  a 
tedious  chore.  Even  the  simplest  question 
demands  from  him  a careful  answer. 

"What' s new?"  you  ask  innocently.  For  a 
full  thirty  seconds  he  holds  his  chin  in  his 
hand  and  stares  intently  into  the  air  while 
he  chooses  his  words;  thirty  seconds  is  a 
long  time.  "How  are  you?"  is  an  easier 
question,  though  the  standard  reply  -"Good, 
with  God's  help"-  takes  a while  for  him  to 
say.  Often  I offer  an  answer  to  my  own 
question  to  help  James  converse.  "Your 
work  is  going  well?"  A yes  or  no  answer 
would  be  sufficient,  Janves. 

Phone  calls  with  James  are  the  most 
challenging,  (>artially  because  he  speaks  so 
softly;  it's  imcomfortable  and  awkward  for 
him  to  raise  his  voice  above  a loud  whisper. 
"Hello,  this  is  James,"  he  says  quietly  as  I 
answer  the  phone. 

"Oh,  Hi  James.  Good  to  hear  from 
you.  What's  goin' on?" 


"Well. . , I was  thinking  if. . , OK , 
what  I mean  is ... , how  to  say. . . , well.. , 
anyway. . ." 

Before  I knew  James  well  I thought 
that  whatever  it  is  he  wanted  to  teU  me  was 
so  crucial,  so  very  important,  that  he  just 
couldn't  say  the  words.  "Should  I sit  down 
for  this?"  I would  ask. 

"Well,"  he  begins  after  a long 
silence.  "One,  two,  three. . ."  Jan>es  coimts 
out  loud  to  three  to  encourage  himself  to 
speak.  Sometimes  it  helps;  usually  not. 
Another,  more  effective  tactic  is  for  James  to 
wave  his  right  hand  in  swift  circular  mo- 
tions once  the  words  do  start  to  come.  He 
holds  the  phone  with  his  left  hand  so  he  can 
wave  with  his  right  hand.  Maybe  his  speech 
would  be  freer  if  he  waved  his  hand  more. 

To  spare  James  his  angui^  and  to 
relieve  my  own  frustration,  I may  attempt  to 
guess  what  he's  trying  to  say:  "Did  you 
want  to  make  plans  to  get  together?  Do  you 
want  to  do  something  this  weekend?  Are 
you  just  calling  just  to  say  hello?" 
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Bart  Monnett 
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Soon  the  recorded  operator  cuts  in 
to  request  more  money  for  additional 
minutes  James  carries  lots  of  coins  with 
him.  Even  while  at  work  he  chooses  to 
make  personal  calls  from  the  pay  phone 
rather  than  the  one  in  his  office. 

I feel  relieved  for  James  and  relieved 
for  myself  once  he  has  made  his  request,  or 


comment,  or  whatever  he  has  so  laboriously 
communicated.  I also  feel  a little  guilty 
about  my  own  imjjatience.  There  is  one 
question  James  does  answer  easily:  any- 
thing that  begins  with  "Can  you  help  me?" 
Sincerely  and  without  hesitation  he  replies, 
'Td  be  happy  to." 


Hyeyong  Messer 
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Two  Poems  by  Greg  J.  Joiner 


An  Ocean  Walk 

Life  seems  so  long  in  the  morning... 

another  cool  wave  passing 

reminds  me  of  Hampton... 

the  grey  color  of  the  rocks 

and  ocean  call  me 

When  I'm  here  I'm  a dreamer 

and  the  sand  seems  cooler  alone... 

Let's  walk  together  in  hands 

so  innocent 

and  share  a dream 

imder  the  moon  and  stars.. 

Here  the  air  is  salt 
and  tears  too  cold  to  cry.. 


Monday  Driving  Poem 

I've  seen  the  landscape 
of  America 

Driven  through  coimtry  towns 
I've  felt 

the  hand  of  the  people 
across  my  face 
like  an  ocean  wind 
I've  heard 

laughter  in  the  playgrounds 
and  yelling  in  the  bars 
I've  smelled 
pies  on  window  sills 
and  tasted  the  salt 
of  the  cold  night  tears 
On  a Monday  drive 
five  senses  of  America 
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The  River  of  Life 


The  river  flows  swift  and  deep 
We  know  not  the  direction  it  wiU  keep 
Relax,  allow  it  to  lead  you  where  it  will 
We  hear  the  voice  deep  and  still 

We  choose  not  to  heed  the  quiet  voice 
Creating  our  own  destiny  becomes  oiu- 
choice 

We  struggle  defiantly  against  the  flow 
We  don't  NEED  anyone,  we're  anxious  to 
show 


We  struggle  so  hard,  with  such  authority 
afraid  to  expose  our  insecurity 
Don't  come  too  close,  lest  you  perceive 
we're  not  really  sure  of  what  we  believe 

Life  flows  in  one  direction 
it  does  not  require  from  us  perfection 
It  has  no  beginning  and  no  end 
Love  and  security  it  wishes  to  blend 


Maybe  soon  we'U  be  ready  to  learn 
our  place  in  the  world  we  need  not  earn 
The  beauty  around  us  we're  ready  to  see 
once  we  stop  the  struggle 

and  just  be. 


Debbie  Whittle 
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Jay  Carlson 


Two  Poems  by  Julie  Heyn 


Intensity 


An  old  man  sits  in  his  rocking  chair 
Hands  wrinkled  and  arthritic 
He  is  alone 

A cigarette  bums  in  his  finger's  grasp 
A racking  cough  on  his  lips 
He  is  alone 

Half-filled  cup  of  Earl  Grey  tea 
Bloodshot  and  watery  eyes 
He  is  alone 

A glance  out  the  window 
Through  a tattered,  yellow  blind 
He  is  alone 

The  sky  is  grey  and  overcast 
A slight  drizzle  begins  to  fall 
He  is  alone 

A pain  in  his  chest  like  a cutting  razor 
Takes  away  his  breath 
He  is  alone 


Light  fades  to  darkness 

No  air  can  reach  the  shattered  lungs 

He  is  alone 

Lying  in  a ball  on  the  naked  floor 
Qutching  at  his  chest  in  a frenzy 
He  is  alone — and  dying.  ^ 


Untitled 

The  sun  will  rise  tomorrow 

Into  a cloudless  sky 

The  wind  will  blow  a lofty  breeze 

The  fields  let  forth  a sigh 

And  life  will  pay  no  mind 

to  all  the  hurt  I feel 

But  slowly  pass  as  if  to  say 

The  pain  just  can't  be  real 

For  in  this  world  of  happiness 

There  is  no  place  for  sorrow 

The  time  has  come 

And  all  have  learned 

The  sun  will  rise  tomorrow. 
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Heather  Morris 


Mommy 


Mommy,  can  you  hear  me 
it's  my  birthday  and  I was  just  wondering... 
how  much  did  I weigh  when  I was  bom 
how  long  was  I was  I pretty 

Mommy  can  you  hear  me 
I wanted  to  ask  you  some  questions... 
what  was  your  life  like  did  you  have  dreams 
did  you  love  me  did  you  love  you 

Mommy,  can  you  hear  me 
I fell  I'm  hurt  and  scared... 
you're  supposed  to  put  on  band-aid  and  kiss  it 
better 

and  give  me  a hug  and  some  ice  cream 

Mommy,  can  you  hear  me 
when  did  you  begin  trying  to  drown  your  sor- 
rows... 

am  I one  of  them 

do  you  know  who  you  are  do  you  care  who  I am 
Mommy,  can  you  hear  me? 

Debbie  Whittle 
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Disheartened 


Why  must  you  prey  on  my  mind? 

Divorce  me  or  devour  me  entirely 
For  our  bond  is  fatal. 

The  jolting,  jerking,  and  jostling  is  wearing; 
Abuse  and  deprivation  have  left  me  hollow. 

Galen's  sense  of  humor 
He  says  it  makes  me  mad. 

That  laughter  will  aid  my  digestion 
And  will  add  color  to  my  cheeks. 

Your  shadow  precedes  me  wherever  I go 
And  this  stormy  kinship  has  dented  my  heart 
Weeping,  wailing,  and  whining  has  cost  me  sleep 
With  concentration  labored  - I'm  weak. 

Why  must  you  prey  on  my  mind? 

Kathleen  Leonard 
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Joellen  Wood 
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Bill  and  James 

Joellen  Wood 

Me  and  my  friend  was  goin'  to  the 
store  one  day  last  month.  It  was  one  of 
them  department  stores  where  there's  a little 
bit  of  everything,  see  ? Well,  we  gets  inside 
and  goes  directly  to  the  record  albums. 

They  had  racks  of  them.  There  was  lots  of 
music  there  that  I liked.  So  I checks  out  my 
money  situation,  and  was  short  a few  bucks 
to  buy  even  one.  So  I says  to  my  friend  Bill 
who  has  his  big  bulky  coat  on,  "Hey  Bill, 
take  this  album  here  and  put  it  under  your 
coat. " 

Bill  gets  this  big  anile  on  his  face  and 
looks  around.  He  don't  see  nobody  hangin' 
around  so  he  stuffs  it  under  his  coat.  "Hey," 
he  says,  "1  can  fit  a bimch  more  under  here." 
So  me  and  Bill,  real  sly  like,  start  thumbing 
through  the  records  and  we  picks  out  only 
the  ones  we  like.  We  decides  it  wouldn't  be 
cool  to  take  records  we  hate  listenin'  to . So 
we  leave  them  in  the  racks.  I gets  about  five 


that  I can't  live  without  and  Bill  puts  them 
and  the  ones  he  picks  vmder  his  coat.  I tell 
him  to  walk  up  the  aisle  a little  ways  to 
make  sure  he's  not  walkin'  funny.  Or  that 
his  coat  don't  look  stuffed.  So  then  I calls 
him  back.  "Bill,"  I says  "come  on  over  here 
and  look  at  these  records  with  me."  I sees  a 
lady  with  a smock  uniform  walkin  closeby 
and  don't  want  her  nosin'  around  watchin' 
us  like  we  was  stealin'  or  somethin'  see? 

So  Bill  walks  over  with  a dumb  look 
on  his  face  like  he  don't  know  what  I'm 
talkin'  about  Until  I pab  him  in  the  ribs  and 
px)int  to  the  lady.  Then  he  smiles  that  big 
dumb  smile  of  his  again  and  says,  "Oh 
yeah.  Right  Jack."  And  so  we  starts  to  look 
through  the  records  again  like  we  just 
walked  to  that  section. 

Well,  when  we  was  goin'  through  the 
records  one  more  time,  I sees  this  album  that  I 
don't  see  before.  I think  I didn't  see  it  before 
cuz'  itwasintheCountry  Westemsectionand 
that's  where  I hapjjens  to  be  standin'  when  the 
lady  walks  by.  But  it  was  one  of  them  really 
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Tim  Holloian 
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hard  to  find  records  and  I says,  "BUI,  look  at 
this  record  I found." 

Bill  looks  kinda  bummed-like  'cuz  I 
found  it  first. 

" Quick,  put  it  imder  your  coat. 
Nobody's  lookin'."  So  Bill  puts  it  under 
with  all  the  rest  of  them.  Then  I says,  "We 
better  go  now."  So  we  walks  real  slow  like 
away  from  the  record  section  and  looks 
aroimd  at  the  clothes  like  we  was  thinkin'  of 
tryin'  some  on.  Then  we  walks  through  the 
aisle  with  all  the  car  stuff . And  I starts 
lookin'  at  these  wicked  cool  fog  lights  I 
wants  for  my  truck.  Then  Bill  kinda  pushes 
me  with  his  body  'cuz  his  arms  are  in  a 
weird  position  to  keep  the  records  from 
slippin'  out  from  under  his  coat  " Conrte  on 
Jack"  he  says  " I can't  stay  like  this  all  day." 
So  I says  " Ok,  Ok,  I'm  cornin'."  And  so  we 
both  walks  up  the  aisle  together. 

BiU  starts  gettin'  this  funny  look  on 
his  face  and  I says,  "Hey  Bill,  what's  the 
matter?"  And  he  tells  me  " Them  records,  I 
got  too  many.  They're  startin'  to  slip." 


So  I says  to  him , "Don' t worry.  Hold 
on.  The  door  is  real  close  now.  Just  keep  on 
walkin'  and  hold  them  records  in  tight." 

" Ok,  Ok,  " he  says  " I'm  tryin'  real  hard 
but  they  keep  slippin'" 

Then  I looks  over  at  Bill  and  notice 
that  he's  walkin'  a little  scrunched  over  see? 
" Bill , start  walkin'  straight"  I says  to  him. 
So  he  stands  as  straight  as  he  can  and  keeps 
on  goin'  for  the  door. 

And  then  Bill  looks  at  me  and  says  to 
me  under  his  breath,  '7ack,  we're  gonna 
make  it." 

And  I'm  lookin'  at  Bill  at  the  same 
time  and  smile  and  says, " Yeah  Bill,  we're 
gonna  make  it."  Then  as  we  reach  for  the 
door  somebody  opens  it  from  the  other  side 
and  BANG.  Right  into  Bill.  And  Bill  falls 
on  the  floor  and  all  the  records  fall  out  of  his 
coat. 

Now  I 'm  here  in  the  slammer  and 
Bill's  at  home  cuz  he's  a juvenille. 
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Savior 


Oh  poor  heart  and  soul,  as  we  were  one 
and  once  stood  taU,  so  high  u]X>n  this 
wretched  earth;  and  so  we  have  fallen. 

Into  every  new  year  there  comes  a battle- 
nnent  within  us.  The  years  get  worse, 
not  better,  and  we  become  one  of  a million 
hurting  souls,  just  waiting  to  be  found. 
One  by  one  we  are  wanting  to  be  saved. 

Be  of  help.  Save  us!  How  can  so  many 
be  so  lost  in  a time  of  dread? 

The  loves  and  good  fuhire  are  lost  and 
oblivious  to  our  minds.  We  see  no  more, 
thus  causing  a heart  to  fall  to  the  groimd, 
and  death  will  come  too  fast  for  our  eyes 
to  see. 


Chris  Fogel 
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Anthony  Taylor 


Rox-e  Gogas 
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Under  the  Bridge 

John  Bishop 

There  is  a place  in  Bradford,  Massa- 
chusetts that  is  known  by  the  teenage  crowd 
as  'Under  the  Bridge".  Its  actual  name  is 
the  Basiliere  Bridge.  The  bridge  was  named 
in  honor  of  the  first  Vietnam  casualty  who 
was  my  good  friend's  uncle.  It  is  a open 
bridge  with  two  towers,  and  it  is  part  of 
Route  125.  When  someone  asks  you  on  a 
Saturday  night,  "Where  are  all  the  p>arties?" 
just  tell  them  "Under  the  Bridge."  Let's  go 
down  under  and  see  what  it's  all  about. 

As  you  are  walking  down  under  you 
will  notice  a large  dome  and  several  small 
arches  made  of  cement.  Directly  under  the 
dome  is  a platform  also  made  of  cement, 
and  extending  from  it  is  a large  pipe  in  the 
shape  of  a candy  cane.  Under  the  bridge  is  a 
very  peaceful  place,  yet  it  can  also  be  eerie. 
All  the  walls  are  covered  with  graffiti.  Some 
of  this  graffiti  is  extremely  artistic,  and  some 
of  it  is  completely  tasteless.  Under  the 
bridge  looks  like  some  ancient  cave-ground 


where  troglodytes  inscribed  their  ^mabols 
on  the  great  stone  walls;  on  it  could  repre- 
sent futuristic  rums  where  survivors  cower 
in  the  aftermath  of  a nuclear  holocaust  This 
is  a place  where  past  and  future  come 
together  to  create  timeless  present. 

I have  used  my  nose  when  I have  been 
down  there,  and  the  stench  of  urine  some- 
tinges  fills  the  air.  Other  foul  smells  may 
also  lurk  aroimd  the  pipe  the  looks  like  a 
candy  cane. 

The  yoimger  generation  often  dwell 
here  like  trolls  hollering  up  at  a society  that 
drives  over  them,  not  even  recognizing  their 
existence.  So,  to  be  noticed,  they  will  build 
fires  so  big  that  the  flames  will  curl  up  over 
the  edges  of  the  bridge.  The  groimd  here 
consists  of  dirt  and  rock,  and  it  holds  the 
ashes  of  biumt  anger. 

Many  people  go  under  the  bridge  to 
express  themselves  freely  because  this  is  the 
place  where  mockery  is  thrown  into  the 
water  that  the  bridge  crosses.  There  are 
many  pigeons  that  live  down  under  the 
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bridge.  They  leave  their  droppings  every- 
where, creating  a kind  of  urban  artwork 
op)en  to  the  public.  If  you  throw  a rock  into 
the  caves  where  they  live  they  will  come 
shooting  out  like  missiles  leaving  a silo.  To 
any  so-called  respectable  person,  under  the 
bridge  would  seem  revolting,  but  to  any 
open-minded  individual  the  place  would 
express  freedom  and  rebellion. 

The  water  is  very  polluted  from 
factories  the  existed  in  my  Grandfather's 
time.  If  you  try  fishing  under  the  bridge  the 
catch  of  the  day  may  include  a rusty  hubcap, 
an  automobile  tire,  or  maybe  if  you're  lucky. 


a diseased  catfish.  A metal  shopping  cart 
from  Demoulas  will  put  up  an  excellent 
fight  if  you're  in  the  mood  for  sport  fishing. 

If  you  stand  under  the  bridge  and 
look  out  over  the  Merrimack  River  you  will 
see  many  boats,  and  across  the  river  lies  the 
disgusting  dty  of  Haverhill.  This  bridge 
was  a big  part  of  my  childhood  and  it  holds 
many  memories  of  happiness  and  pain 
through  my  learning  years.  Have  you  ever 
heard  the  song  "Bridge  Over  Troubled 
Waters"  by  Simon  and  Garfunkle?  Well,  the 
Basiliere  Bridge  crosses  some  of  the  most 
troubled  water  I've  ever  seen. 
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Katie  Moirissey 
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My  Grandmother  (1900-1978) 


There  was  a time  when 

she  painted,  she  laughed, 

she  knew  me  and  she  loved  me. 

Once  not  so  very  long  ago 
she  was  my  anchor,  my  friend. 
We  knew  joy  and  pain  together. 


Anticipation  is  thick,  as  the  people 
wait  for  the  pretty  ladies  on  ponies  and  the 
men  on  the  trapeze  to  start  the  show. 

The  man  in  the  center  ring  calls  to 
them,  "Children  of  all  ages,  welcome  to  the 
greatest  ^ow  on  earth." 

The  show  begins,  tigers  are  tamed, 
elephants  dance,  men  spin  through  the  air 
with  the  greatest  of  ease.  Then  it  happens. 
They  pour  out  of  a tiny  car,  throw  confetti 
and  run  through  the  audience  with  balloons 
for  a lucky  few. 

These  are  the  men  with  the  painted 
smiles  and  baggy  pants.  They  are  here  to 
make  you  laugh  and  feel  joy.  But  have  you 
ever  wondered  what  happens  when  the 


Then  came  a day 
when  she  could  longer  paint 
or  laugh. 

But  for  me  the  saddest 
day  was  when  she  no 
longer  knew  my  name. 

Hadley- Ann  Reid 


paint  comes  off  and  the  laughter  stops. 

What  happens  to  these  heralds  of  joy  when 
there  is  no  more  applause? 

When  the  clown  cries,  it  is  with 
bittersweet  tears,  like  those  of  a child.  The 
sadness  is  not  understood,  but  it  cuts  deep. 
It  passes  quickly  though  to  have  its  place 
taken  by  a new  emotion  or  sensation. 

The  clown  asks  for  little  except  our 
laughter.  It's  what  takes  away  life's  pain,  its 
sadness.  So  when  it  dies  so  does  a part  of 
their  soul. 

So  laugh  long  when  you  see  the  sad- 
eyed man  with  the  painted  smile,  but  also  at 
the  memories  he  leaves  you,  for  it  is  in  our 
heart  that  he  may  live  forever. 
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Anne  Galameau 


It  Gets  Dark  Early  Now 


5 o'clock  on  a crisp 
end  of  autiunn 
early  dark  evening 
a star  sits  over  the  moon 
as  clouds  get  in  its  way 

I take  a deep  breath 
think  of  the  present 
think  of  what's  to  come 
and  remember  the  f)ast- 
Walking  with  my  hands 
stuffed  into  warm  jacket  pxxkets 
my  head  out  into  the  cool  air. 

Not  a moment  ago 
I was  immersed  in  July 
I lived  through  many  seasons 
yet  I still  feel  denied- 

Zachary  Simmons 
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Janice  Alestock 
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Kevin  Ripley 
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